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QUESTIONINGS. 

W. NEUSTADT. 

Softly western winds blow over pine-cladhill, 
Gray the rock whereon so pensively and still 

She lies, with upturned eyes, 

Radiant to the sky above her. 
Do I love her ? 

" Hush !" my heart replies. 

Daylight, sweetly lingering, hovers o'er the West ; 
Flushes all the hill-tops, where serene and blest 

She lies, with glowing eyes, 

Brighter than the sky above her. 
Do I love her? 

" Hush !" my heaftreplies. 

Pale the light and wan, dim trembling in the West; 
And a tender longing fills my troubled breast — 

Holds her, and enfolds her ; 

Dare I, 'neath the sky above her, 
Say I love her? 

" Hush ! " my heart knows best. 

Quivering, deepening twilight broods in all the air ; 
With trembling, eager touch I stroke her flowing hair. 

It thrills my soul and fills 

It with a light that beams like stars above her. 
Do I love her? 

" Hush !" my heart, "Beware!" 

Sadly moans the wind ; night overspreads the skies ; 
Dark the rock beneath her, radiant yet her eyes — 

Can I grieve her, as I leave her, 

Swearing by the heavens above her 
How I love her ? 

" Hush !" my heart, " Love dies !" 



AN ANXIOUS QUARTER OF AN HOUR. 

From the Journal of an Austrian Naval Officer. 

On the station between Turin and Naples, in the 
year 186- the stately frigate Sweeper of the Seas, 
under the scorching rays of an August sun and with 
every rag of sail spread to the faint and unsteady 
south-easterly breeze, was slowly cleaving the dark- 
blue waves of the Adriatic. 

Off to the right, far and low on the misty horizon, 
lay the blue peaks of the western spurs of the Sicil- 
ian mountains. Elsewhere the eye, in its sweeping 
glance over the boundless space of water, gleaming 
in the heated atmosphere like a mirror of burnished 
steel, found no point on which to rest. 

While half the crew were busy with some light work 
below, the rest of the sailors, artillerists, and marines, 
whose duty kept them on deck, tried to find a refuge 
from the almost unbearable noonday heat by creep- 
ing under the shadow of the bulwarks, boats, and 
sails, where most of them sought, in dozing, some 
oblivion of the hardships they had to endure. A 
few were forbidden by iron discipline to shelter 
themselves in any way from the heat, which had 
risen to some 112 degrees Fahrenheit. Sulky, yet 
anxious, the officer of the watch was leaning against 
the gangway-ladder to windward, while his eye wan- 
dered, now to the horizon, now to the maze of rig- 
ging overhead, and now to the steersman, as he 
stood carelessly holding the spokes of the helm; 
and sometimes his glance would fall on a group of 
ships'-boys, who were noiselessly playing with beans 
and scraps of paper between the two forty-eight 
pounder canister guns of the after-battery. 

On the windward side, in the full blaze of the sun, 
a half-grown lad of a midshipman was walking the 
heated planks of the quarter-deck, now entirely de- 
serted by the crew, whose watch was out, getting a 
foretaste of the pains of purgatory, and cursing the 
moment in which, all unwitting of the sufferings and 
privations of a sailor's life, he had been ffempted by 
the fair outside of the naval service to enroll himself 
in this chosen corps. 

On the forecastle, in the shadow of the great fore- 
course, were lying several officers and middies, with 
the doctor and the purser, stretched on soft mats 
and listening earnestly to one of their number who 
was spinning them yarns from his own adventurous 
existence, blowing light rings of smoke from their 
favorite cigarritos, and sipping their petites tasses of 
pure, thick mocha. During the conversation one of 
them chanced to mention what an incredible quan- 
tity of spirits, especially in cold, inclement night- 
watches, many sailors can dispose of with impunity. 

Lieutenant von R , who had been listening in 

silence, broke in with the assertion that for the 
quantity of spirits he could stand he would be hard 
to beat, and offered to bet that he could swallow, at 
a draught, a full half (nearly a quart) of clear Ja- 
maica rum. The officers who lay around him, think- 
ing him in jest, laughingly took up the bet, but who 
shall describe their amazement when von R 



coolly declared himself ready to carry out the wager 
on the spot. One of the watch was sent down to the 
steward for the immense mug with its contents of 

pure rum, and von R -, setting it to his lips, 

spite of the earnest remonstrance and entreaty of 
his friends, drained it to the bottom. Rising, after 
this fearful draught, he stood for a moment, pale, and 
shaken with a nervous trembling; but apparently re- 
covering immediately, bowed to his comrades, who 
looked on in consternation, and went with a firm step 
down the forecastle-ladder among the sailors on the 
spar-deck. Here, drawing a handful of glittering Ma- 
ria Theresa dollars from his pocket, he rolled them 
among the crew, seemingly delighted at their scuf- 
fling and fighting, as they sprang up and rushed 
after the prize. Then, walking aft, he went down 
the officers' hatch, and disappeared in his state-room. 
The spectators of this drinking feat believed firmly 

that Lieutenant von R had gone to lie down 

and sleep off the inevitable consequences of such a 
draught ! They had no idea that this officer, though 
one of the most able, experienced, and cultivated 
men on board, beloved and respected by high and 
low, had unfortunately suffered for some time past 
with nervous headache, and even done and said oc- 
casional things which looked like slight mental ab- 
erration. In a few moments after he had gone below, 
the incident was quite forgotten on deck, and every 
one was again busy with his occupations or his 
reveries. 

On most vessels, especially men-of-war, the offi- 
cers' state-rooms, surrounding the ward-room, have 
a bull's eye in the deck, closed with a glass lens an 
inch thick, which is replaced in very hot weather by 
an open-work rosette of metal, furnishing at least 
some slight ventilation in these confined quarters. 
On men-of-war, too, by an exceptional arrangement, 
the state-room of the first lieutenant communicates 
by a trap and short ladder with the powder-magazine, 
which the sailors call " Santa Barbara ;" that, in view of 
possible mutiny or accidental closing of access to the 
magazine through the central parts of the ship, this 
way of ingress may remain open for the officers into 
the central shrine of every war vessel. This brief 
hint is necessary for the clearer understanding of the 
sequel. 

Precisely on this blazing noon, on account of the 
heat, the glass bulls' eyes had been taken out and 
the open metal rosettes screwed in, through which 
the middy on duty, as he paced the deck overhead in 
the sunshine, cast many a longing glance at the 
shad)' regions below him. A short time after Lieu- 
tenant R had gone to his room, the middy 

suddenly stopped, cocked his pug-nose skyward 
with an expression of boundless amazement, as if 
awaiting a supernal message from one of the blind- 
ing sunbeams, wondering where the singular smell 
of burnt powder came from which suddenly assailed 
his tender olfactories. His motionless attitude lasted 
but an instant ;fora glance at the helmsman and at the 
sentry by the arm-chest (the only persons but him- 
self and the boys then on the quarter-deck) showed 
him that they, too, with wide open nostrils and faces 
of fear and horror, were sniffing in the smell of burnt 
powder, which grew stronger moment by moment. 
The young fellow, in fact yet a mere lad, fiercely as 
his heart throbbed, and imminent as was the cry of 
dismay which hovered on his lips, still felt the senti- 
ment of soldierly honor and official duty so strong 
within him that he managed to contain himself, and, 
stepping to the officer of the watch, as he leaned 
against the gangway-ladder, he calmly, though deadly 
pale, called his attention to the burning smell he had 
noticed. , 

The officer of the watch. Lieutenant Alfred , 

a calm, cautious, and phlegmatic fellow, a Swede by 
birth, had scarcely taken a few steps towards the 
quarter-deck and convinced himself of the powder- 
smell, when the crew, who were lying about on the 
spar-deck and in the shade of the forecastle, or be- 
hind the heavy thirty-pounders, getting uneasy at 
the smell, which now grew perceptible amidships and 
forward, sprang to their feet, in silence as yet, but 
dismayed and menacing. 

There are, unfortunately, even on board a man-of- 
war, terrible moments when the sailors, usually kept 
in check by a hard and strict discipline, burst through 
every restraint, defy every order, and, in their anxi- 
ety for life, strive to take their fate into their own 
hands. Nothing but the greatest coolness and en- 
ergy on the part of the officer's at such moments can 
avert from the ship a frightful catastrophe. 

A glance forward showed the officer of the watch 



the most imminent danger. In the conviction that 
the smell of burning powder could only come from 
Santa Barbara, where alone powder was kept, and 
dreading that the ship might at any moment yawn 
like a volcano beneath them and hurl their mangled 
limbs skyward, the crew made ready to rush to the 
quarter-deck, to let down the boats hoisted up there, 
and, if possible, to save themselves, though they had 
to pass over their officers' bodies. With a few springs 
the officer of the watch reached the quarter-deck ar- 
mory, seized a heavy boarding-axe, called out the 
guard, and accompanied by the middy, who brand- 
ished threateningly his little boarding-dagger, rushed 
forward to the mainmast to meet the still irresolute 
crew. Quick as thought the more disciplined marines, 
usually scoffed at by the sailors as loungers and land- 
rats, had hurried aft, seized their pieces, which were 
leaning against the racks, and, at the word of com- 
mand from their sergeant, with bayonets at the 
charge, cut off the quarter-deck from the crew. 

As soon as the officer of the watch saw that the 
men gave back an instant before the threatening 
steel, with the aid of some artillerymen, who hurried 
up, he rapidly turned the two after-battery guns, 
which always stood loaded with grape, and trained 
them forward along the gangways on the crew. 

With hastily lighted matches the faithful artillerists 
stood unhesitating, ready, at the word from their of- 
ficer, to hurl death and destruction among their 
comrades. 

Jn these brief moments, not only had the stench 
of powder grown stronger and stronger, but the 
whole quarter-deck was covered with a white layer, 
some inches deep, of light smoke. 

Immediately on the alarm, most of the officers and 
midshipmen had turned out on the quarter-deck, 

with the commander of the ship, Captain von L , 

an able, just, and courageous officer, but one little 
loved in the ship for his terribly severity on duty. 
Calling his staff about him, he had his speaking 
trumpet handed him by the officer of the watch, as a 
token that he had now taken command himself. 
Deathly stillness reigned on deck. Discipline bran- 
dished her iron scourge over every head. Every one 
on board, with sinking heart, but without a murmur, 
awaited, in silent resolution, the death which, as all 
thought but none dare say, they believed inevitable 
from the explosion of the magazine. A call brought 
the gunner, an old and experienced artillerist, 
before the commander, who in a clear, calm tone 
ordered him to get down with the utmost caution 
into the magazine, and inquire into the cause of the 
smoke. 

In the silence which reigned on deck every one 
heard this short order. The old gunner turned pale, 
as if he were ordered on his last journey to Raanocke 
(the place of execution), and in that frightful mo- 
ment many a silent but fervent prayer must have 
risen to the Almighty from the breasts of the two 
hundred and twenty-five men on deck. Many a 
despairing thought was given to distant dear ones, 
their own loved homes, and fresh young lives; and 
many a one, in a few instants, saw, as in a dream, the 
whole panorama of his life unroll before his mental 
eye. As, on men-of-war, not only loaded bombs, 
grenades, and rockets, but also all the powder and 
cartridges are kept in iron chests, deep under the 
water-line, in Santa Barbara, and as the heavy cloud 
of powder smoke which now overspread the deck 
gave rise to the supposition that only a few boxes of 
cartridges had as yet taken fire, every one believed 
that, as soon as the gunner should open the door 
leading into the magazine, the draught of air, if 
nothing -else, would explode the whole mass, arid 
blow ship and crew into the air. 

The gunner, with mechanical formality, touched 
his cap ; a hoarse " aye, aye, sir ! " struggled through 
his set lips — a hurried " 'bout face ! " — a few steps — 
and he vanished down the magazine-ladder. 

It was about fifteen minutes before he re-appeared 
on deck, but what a quarter of an hour ! It seemed 
an eternity, and yet so short ! Every one read in his 
neighbor's features the anguish of death ; yet no one 
dared to whisper a syllable, as if it might hasten the 
explosion. The very beating of our pulses was aud- 
ible, and the cold sweat trickled from every brow ; 
and yet how wonderful, how inspiring it was to see 
the power of vigorous discipline, of respect for law, 
and of the good example of superiors ! Certain death 
stared us all in the face, yet every one stood motion- 
less at his post, his glance fixed immovably upon 
the man who stood, surrounded by his tried officers, 
speaking-trumpet in hand, ruling us all with his eye. 



